DEM 


Poems/2020-present 
PEAZY 


Pandemic Songs 


For the Homies 


Memento Mori 


Girl, where the fuck you taking me (?), 
I asked, 

And her eyes smiled 

It’s a secret, 

She said, 

And I know, I know, 

She said, 

Nobody likes a secret 

But when you get there 
You'll know 

Because the masks are all off 
Some of us never put them on 
For we always say 

You can’t expect eternity 
While hiding from oblivion 
It’s unconstitutional 

Our masks are off 

And you can see our teeth 


Sweet Quaranteen 


We always said we wanted to be alone 
Cutesy misanthrope is really 

Only cute 

In movies 

And even then 

It’s no substitute 

For character development 

But we can’t develop 

That which we lacked in the first place 
But you know that 

Because your demons 

Are annoying as shit 

Have fun 

You’re the only one 

I mean, 

Really, 

What’s living (?) 

If not that shit 

That happens 

Before we die (?) 


Deadass 


If Prince 

Can dress 

Like a 19th 
Century 

Homo dandy 
From Ireland 
(or Europe in general) 
I can use 
Idioms from 
Any English 
Dialect I choose 


Memento Blowie 


Times like these 

If you’re like me 

And you probably aren’t 
But let’s just say 

You are 

Literally 

Quite like me 

The green screen world 
Moving ahead of you 
While you remain 
Planted but not firm 
Nothing is ever that good 
You're like a weed 
Hoping to be pulled 
Ripped away 

& those hopes 

Turn to fantasies 

That are basically 

Faint remembrances 

Of the life you thought 
You could have had 
Probably still could 

But you’re not a dreamer 
You’re a nightmare conjurer 
& Perhaps the best sex 
You'll ever have 

Is in the rearview 

But holy shit what a ride (?) 
Recalling how she smelt 


Her skin against yours 
Replaying the moment of connection 
How she was ready 

Oh, you slid right in 

& and she made you feel so 
Warm and wanted 

But man, I’ve been thinking 
Do you ever wonder if 
Since you’re just like me 

If ol’ Slick Billy Clinton 
Fondly recollects 

Monica’s lips? 

Shit, maybe it’s just me 
After all 

The chances of me 

Ever getting blown again 
Are up in the air 


Sloganeering 


No, we’re not talking 
About such and such 
Now 

No, we’re talking about 
Something specific 

A demographic 

In dire need of 
Attention 

Yes 

We’re moving goalposts 
When generalizations 
Are challenged 

We’ ve taken on 

A new rhetoric 

A new discourse 
Cleansed of 

Nuance 

Because nuance is 

The reserve of the 
Idolater 

And groupthink 

Is supremely dialectical 
You’ve never read 
Marx (?) 

Actually, we’re sure 


You have 

And that’s the problem 
Marxism is the playground 
Of the supremacy 

Of the pink skinned 

So thin 

& fragile 


We did read Foucault 
Of course 

Of course 

& we read that one 
Fanon 

Because 

We’re Bizarro 
Maoist Third 
Worldists 

Sakatist 
Revanchists 

& you would be too 
If not for your 
Whiteness 
Whiteness 

So blinding 

Settler colonialism 
The British Empire 
(so good) 

Never codified 
Chains 

But 

Jim Crow 

Is forever binding 
A 

Bondage of 

The mind 

The original sin 
Reject the gods 

Of your avuncular 
Oppressors on 
Thanksgiving 
Bless your 

Heroic soul 


Karen Karenina 


“The customer is 
Always right” 
Thrown javelin-like 
From the cover of 
Bad haircuts 
Oversized sunglasses 
And glossed 
(covering chapped) 
Lips 

Perennially misses 
Its keyest 

And most powerful 
Part 

Conveniently eschewed 
Relegated, as it were 
To the dustbin 

Of consumerist 
History 

& the horror 

Of retail & service 
Peons everywhere 
And that is 
Paraphrased 

“When it comes to taste 
You don’t have to 

Be a bitch 

You just 

Come by it 
Naturally 


29 


The Littlest Prick 


It'll take no more 
Than a second or two 
To put that tracking chip 
Inside of you 
Anyway 

You know 

Neither the Feds 

Nor their elitist 

& corporatist proxies 
w/ dual citizenry 

As benefactor 


& beneficiary 
Find you 
Interesting enough 
& certainly not 
Threateningly so 
To keep electro 
Tabs on you 

Go kick rocks 

Into working class 
Folks’ back windshields 
Anarkiddies 


Feverish 


Sometimes you wonder 
How the “(br)ass” punk 
Band leading 

Ass bandit 

Hasn’t gotten the 

“Rona yet 

It’s how you know 
There is no 

god 


All Cops Are Beautiful/I’'ll Suck Your Dick, Mr. Colton 


I’ve never 
Summoned a cop 
Been lucky 

To have never 
Needed one 
Thank fuck 

I’m not friendly 
With ‘em 

Either 

I don’t kowtow 
I don’t cape 

For them 

Or join the 
Saddest most 
Pathetic masses 
In worship of 
Their goodliness 
Hagiographed 


As sacrifice 

But I know how 

To make distinctions 
& it’s weird to me 
The sheer # 

Of bourgeois 
Anarcho 

Assholes 

Who think 

The slightest 

Hem or haw 

Is akin to 

Tongues to boots 

As if absence of 
Rigidity of thought 
& expression of 
Idea 

Is somehow evidence 
Of cahoots 


My Favorite Nicholas Cage Delivery 


In Michael Bay’s classic 

The Rock 

Our intrepid hero 

Dr. Stanley Goodspeed 

Played by our 

Very own 

Nick Cage 

Commandeers 

A Ferrari (the height of Italian craftsmanship, ha ha) 
And wrecks it 

During a chase 

And a guy on a bike informs him, 

“Hey man, you just fucked up your Ferrari,” 
To which Goodspeed says 

Delightfully 

Aggressively deadpan, 

“Tt’s not mine.” 


Gallows 


Sometimes 

The only way 

I can get off 

Is if I think about 
The woman I love 
Fucking 

Other people 


Sometimes 

The only way 

I feel alive 

Is if I actively 
Plot 

My tragic death 


Just kidding 

No, it’s more 

Like 

I think about 

My tragic death 

A narrative in which 
I suffer some 
Horrific accident 

& I imagine myself 
On the slab 

Lifeless and pale 
Just before the rot 
Sets in & 


Sometimes 

The only way 

I can get off 

Is if I think about 
The woman I love 
Fucking 

Other people 


Eaten Alive by An Air Mattress 


Sleep comes 
When I can get it 
The least expected 
Drowse 


& when it matters 

Most 

She’s nowhere 

To be found 

The broken heart 

And lost teeth 

In my skull’s dream 

A prelude 

To little else 

But an overactive 
Imagination 

A story in which 
Invariably 

I lack the agency 
Necessary 

To announce 

My desires 

And it’s overwhelmingly 
Strange 

Pll awaken 

A thin layer of 
Rubber-like 

Material 

Between me and the floor 
And IIl head to the door 
Light a cigarette outside 
In the swimming pool light 
Talk to myself 

About how it all 

Went wrong 


Guilt 


I’ve heard many times 
Never make promises 

You can’t or won’t keep 
Never minding the reasons 
There’s one for every season 
For example: 

Apparently without Jesus 
There wouldn’t be winter 
But as sports have proven 
Sometimes 

There’s no season 

For a reason 


Anyway 

Thousands 

Of apologies 

For the same old shit 
Serve little else 

Than to blur 

Into one big blob 

Of shut the hell up 
Patrick 

And I can’t say I blame you 
I wake up each 

2:48 AM 

Or 5:16 AM 

Or 1:27 PM 

Look myself in whatever 
Reflective surface 

I have handy 

And say 

Patrick 

We’re gonna have a great day 
But I make no promises 
It doesn’t really 

Make me 

A better man 

But it does 

Alleviate 

Guilt 


Completely Dickless 


When Eddie Nero 
Talked about 
Becoming a real life 
Ken doll 

I felt that 

I wanna be smooth 
As an oiled 

Down ass 

No seams 

No peaks 

No valleys 

No forest 

dog please 

I just want 

To stop 


Thinking 

About 

All the things 

I want to do to you 


The Sweet Smell of Incense 


Sometimes I know 
I’m no longer in 
Control 

My soul 
Sometimes I know 
I’m always in 
Control 

My soul 

Cut out the lights 
Move the love 

I hold 

Keep to myself 
Hide in the shadows 
I’ve had to carve 
From the constant 
Shape shift 
Sometimes I know 


My Totally Normal Well-Adjusted Fantasy 


I need you 

In the dim 

On your back 
In front of me 
Legs akimbo 
Your sex 
Covered with 
Blood and tissue 
To spread you 
Open 

And lick 

And suck 

At your clit 
Tease your 

Life giving 
Hole 

With my tongue 


To smell 

And taste of you 
Only you 
Wonderfully 
Vulnerable you 
No one else 

I wake up 
Each morning 
With muscular 
Erections 

Just thinking 
Of you 

I’m stupid 

Dis 

Cum 

Bob 

Ulated 

In love 


Shorting 


I don’t always 
Need to smoke 
Terrible habits 
Formed 

In reaction to 
Unpalatable norms 
Or at least 

A game I’ve 
Allowed myself 
To lose 

A pot of 

The driest dirt 

A metaphor for 
The unbearable 
Hurt 

The lies I’ve told 
Myself & others 
For nigh on 

At least 

A decade 

The flowering 
Long dead 

Butts of cigarettes 


Smoked to ward off 
Dread 


Memento Fucky 


Man 

I don’t even know 
If Pll ever 

Fuck again 

But if I do 

I want it to count 

I want to love you 
Better than I did 
In all those dreams 
Where we left 
Houses unfinished 
And upon waking 
Fought about it 
I’m not angry 
With you 

I’m just afraid 

I know I’ll never 
See you again 

So in those dreams 
With the slapdash 
Abodes 

The walls 
Whisper lonely 
Nothings 

Sweet somethings 
Too ridiculous 

To utter 

And too good 

To be true 


Fairuza 


Listen, I’m not trying 
To read all that shit 

I know big words 
Too 

Craft (the) ain’t shit 
But a ‘90s cult classic 
To me 


I Love Me Some Me (Terrell Owens) 


It’s en vogue 
To self help 
Ourselves 

To death 

Yet life 

Deals us 

The hands 
Indiscriminately 
It’s not like 
We begged 

To be here 
Though here 
We are 

You'll say 

No one will 
Love you 

If you love not 
Yourself 
Listen 

If I didn’t love 
Myself 

I wouldn’t give a shit 
Who loved me 
Not all of us 
Are looking 
To feed 
Hollownesses 
We’re looking 
To break bread 
At the table of 
Companionship 


Give Me Death or Give Me Death 


The commodification 
Of the option 

Leaves you 

Apt 

To succumb 

To suggestion 


Seriously 

Who wants to be 
Responsible 

For shitty choices 
Anyway (?) 

And that’s the thing 
Liberty is 

Illusory 

Your decisions 

Will shackle you 
To outcomes 

And the crafty 
Little tyrant 

Has neither 

Qualm 

Nor scruple 

With shirking 
Responsibility 
Then burdening 
Others 

With the ramifications 
Of said ownership 
(of that responsibility) 
I mean 

That’s it 

They love personal 
Property 

Until that property 
Suddenly sucks 

Eat all the dicks 


David in The Pool 


The boy 
Learns fast 
A splish 

And a splash 
My ears 
Filled with the 
Crash 

Of water 
Against their 
Drums 
Which means 
I can’t hear 


The lovely 
Little shit 
Calling me 
A poo man 

I love him so 


Juxtabus 


Shit, the third best sex 
I ever had 

Was with a demon 
And you know (?) 

I never caught its name 
But they offered 

An observation 

I didn’t ask for 

Like, hey thing, 
Your aura 

Is pussy pink 
Hahaha 

Hmm 

Well 

Got news for you 
Pussies ain’t all pink 
Stop normalizing 
Gendered bullshit 
Sike 

I didn’t say that 

It was 2010 

I wasn’t that “woke” 
(but for real, pussies vary 
In color, dick 

See what I did 

(?)) 

And I lost 65 Ibs 

In three months 

Or something 

Thru gawd 

Or something 

I feared death 

Every day 

I still do now 

But I do have a goal 
I just wanna 

Live long enough 


To live long enough 
To see you 

Lose 

Petty 


Baby Mama-rama 


There’s a sweetness to you 
You’ve always hid 

I won’t say you’re callow 
You’re a cautious soul 
And there’s a lot of love 
In the gift you’ve given 
Me 

I try to thank you 

But sometimes the seamless 
Walls you’ve constructed 
Are frustrating as shit 
And I do love you 

I just wish you’d 

Come and stay 

A bit 

It’s lonely here 


Cheap Wine Only Lies 


She said 
Why’d you 
Buy 

This shit (?) 
I’m gonna 
Be sick 

But 

Most importantly 
P1 lie to you 
Just watch 
And because 
You know 
Now 

Know that 

I won’t be 
Embarrassed 
Or feel regret 
I owe you 


Jack shit 
Little dick 


I'm kidding 
I kid 


I don’t even know 
Anymore 

To be honest 
I don’t need 
The sauce 

To lie 

That Latin 
Phrase 

In vino 
Veritas (?) 
Yeah 

That’s it 

You don’t have 
A little 

Dick 

It’s just not 
Big 

And l’m a 
Queen 
Looking for a 
King 

Lmao 


Sophie s Bodily Autonomy 


I’m sorry (?) 
It’s been 
Four un 
Sexed 
Months, bro 
And I’ve been 
Cutting up 
My dick 

On empty 
Toilet paper 
Rolls 
Because 


I can only get 
(Just barely) 

The head in 
Everything else 

Is abundantly 
Tumescent 

The only 

Cool thing 

About it 

Is that 

The semen 

Pools in the roll 
Like thick 

Pearly puddles 

In an underground 
Tunnel 

Of lovelorn 
Pathetic 

Bullshit 

Fit not 

For urban exploration 
Sorry 

(Dan Bell) 

So if I seem a bit 
On the lascivious 
Side 

Remember I haven’t 
Felt a woman’s touch 
Since the pandemic 
Began 

& not only that 
Even before 
Things went tits up 
I wasn’t seeing 
You know 

Tits 

As regularly 

As I’d’ve 

Liked 

To answer your 
Question 

I'd bang 

Anybody who’d 
Have me 

Almost (!) 

The standards 


At this point 
Ascend or descend 
Based on 

My blood-alcohol 
Level 


FUGAYZI 


Being punk 

Isn’t just 

“Doing it yourself” 

It is not 

An arbitrary 

List 

Of rules 

& regulations 

(Some posit 

It is indeed 

The opposite) 

It is 

By & large 

Formless 

With squirming room 
Contextual 

Nuanced 
Lapthisophon 

Was correct 

When he claimed 
Transgression 

Is a perspective 
Based 

Cultural valuation 

It is the rejection 

Of any moral 

Claims 

In a particular system 
In other words 

It is no more or less 
Punk to be a rightoid 
Dickhead who gay 
Bashes 

Than it is to be an 
Institutionally backed 
Shitlib who unironically 
Believes drag queens 


Reading to children 
Is on its face 
Liberatory 

Natch 

& satisfyingly 

A kick to the teeth 
Of one depiction 
(Read: projection) 
Of the powers that 
Be 

If (in said case) 
Power 

Is wielded by 
Broke ass 

Normies 

Of course 

To posit that 

Every single 
Interpersonal 
Interaction 

Is a struggle 

As such 

Means 

If punk is an 
Individuation 

It stands to reason 
Punk has only 
Negligible 
Essential 

Political orientation 
Which is why 

A boring fucker 
Like McKaye 

Can be called punk 
In the same breath 
As Crass 

Or Stewart Home 
Can definitively 
Describe Siouxsie 
& the Banshees 

As rightoids within 
That same punk milieu 
Not every punk 

Is rebelling against 
Mommy and/or daddy 
In fact 


Just about 99.9999999 
Fucking infinity % 
Of us 

Have no idea what 
We’re talking about 
There’s insanely 
Incoherent 
Intelligences 

& Ignorances 
Battling for the 
Opportunity to 
Froth at our 

Stupid mouths 

With 

Whatever nonsense 
Ultimately makes us 
Feel good 

Nothing more 
Nothing less 


32CSM 


Unite 

Thru 
Communal 
Universalist 
Policy 
Materially 
Conditioned 

& not culturally 
Constructed 


Dennis... Suck My Dick 


I think Nas said it best 
When he said 

“A thug changes 

And love changes 

And best friends become 
Strangers” 

Sometimes 

The come around 
Comes too late 

Or at the wrong time 


And she can love you 
For a million years 
Hence 

But she’ ll never 

Tell 

And if she does 
She’ll still say 

Go fuck yourself 


Sweet Relief 


Yo 

Haha 

There’s relief 

& then 

There’s celebration 
Like, 

Ding 

Dong 

The cheeto 

Is dead 

But the conditions 
That created 

Him 

Live long 

& So 

What’re you smiling for (?) 
You didn’t win shit 
Playoffs?? 

Lol 

Enjoy those 
Mimosas 

I guess 

And get out those 
Brooms 

“Cause the only thing 
Ya’ll’re sweeping 
Is all those 

War crimes 

Our country commits 
Under the rug 

Just like 

The 8 years 

Prior 

Shit smeared 


Pieces of Me in Me 


My new favorite song 

To sing on repeat 

While drunk 

Is Pieces of Me by 

Ashlee Simpson 

*white voice* 

IT SLAPS, BRAH 

I just throw my head back 

And 

OHHHH 

JJ IT SEEMS LIKE I CAN FINALLY 
REST MY HEAD ON SOMETHING 
REAL 

I LIKE THE WAY THAT FEELS 
OHHHH 

IT’S AS IF U KNOW ME BETTER 
THAN I EVER KNEW MYSELF 

I LOVE HOW YOU CAN TELLLLLL J! 
It’s absolutely empty 

Just like me 


Cancel Me, I Dont Give a Fuck; Do Your Fucking Worst 


Yeah, you’ ll mock 

You'll bleat so confidently 
Tease of mUh fR33zE p34cH 
& we all know 
Accountability 

Is a sword wielded 

By dint of the merest 
Perspective 

Shifts 

Your civics lesson 

A weaponized 

Elective 

The proles never 

Took 

We shook (!) 

We shook (!) 

I care not 


Nor speak in 
Absolutes 

I know a fist 

To the head 

A bullet to the chest 
Can be a reactionarily 
Disproportionate 
Punishment for the 
Non-moderation 

Of one’s own words 
Some call it the hood 
Haha 

(But you know 

It’s not even that 

I rode buses 

With more 

Incisive 

Burns & roasts 

Than that) 

Others live in headspaces 
Triggered & psychopathic 
It’s a form of self harm 
To activate such alarms 
I try economy 

To never say 

Shit I don’t 

Have to say 

Including apologies 
& I keep my circle 
Tightly curated 

As individuals should 
Be expected to do 

All the same 

I can dignify 

Without being nice 
Or decent even 

I mock you 

& your constant 
Narcissistic 

Need for socially 
Sanctioned validation 


“1-900 YUMMY? The Bearer of This Card is Entitled to 20 Minutes of Yuletide 
Phone Sex” 


I would be lying 
If I didn’t say 
All I wanted 
For x-mas 

Was to taste 
Your 

Pussy again 
Imagine the 
Utter lack 

Of surprise 
When not once 
All day 

Did I find one 
Spread eagle 
Under my tree 
And lest you 
Find this 
Objectifyingly 
Misogynistic 
I'll tip 

My fedora 

And say 

Fair enough 

I’m a shit 

And I know it 
But my lost love 
I must confess 
Your narrative 
Of my incelibacy 
Is a misapplication 
Of ideology 

For if I were 
One of those 
Loserly 

Fucks 

Why would I 
Bother 

With the likes of 
You (?) 

Their unrealistic 
Standards 
Preclude a woman 
Of your 


Amazing 
Intellect & 
Beauty 

Because 

What they want 
Is 

“SKINNY 

BIG TITS!” 

& you only 
Have one of those 
Qualities 

That’s no insult 
All I wanted 

For x-mas 

Was to feast on 
Your curves 
Your entries 
Again 

To taste the earth 
Between your thighs 
The world I love 
Those lips 

Pass only 

Lies 


Anxiety 


They say 
We’ll all 
Get it 
Soon 

The it 

No one 
Knows 
The ‘rona (?) 
A girl (?) 

A life (?) 
Do nothing 
Ready for 
Anything 


Pour One Out 


For the adventurists 
The conspiracists 
What really matters 
Is the weight 

Of a brick 


A Question for The Me in Another Timeline 


Bro, 

Is it just as wack there 
As it is 

Here? 


And in Some Universe I Never Left Your Side 


I put on retrospect 
Like a pair of Elvis 
Shades 

It’s always ridiculous 
To pretend 

There’s a scenario 
In which 

I did everything 
Right 

Or impersonate 
Competence 


Are we this mean 

To each other 

On other planes (?) 

Is there one 

On which 

Our paths never cross (?) 
And the boy inside me 
Actually grew up 


I don’t know 
I bet in one 


I never left your side 
And you never had to 


Hide 

Under a pile of blankets 
With a knife 

And I never hurt nor let 
Anyone hurt you 


And I never hurt 

And maybe we’re still 
Happy 

Smoking on our porch 

After fucking each other’s brains 
Out 

That boy, 

He dreams of you 

And maybe he never grew up 
To your expectation 

But he needed you 

And wanted to take care 

Of you 


The Butterfly 


A real poet 

Boring as that sounds 
Might approach 

This subject matter 
With some kind of 
Delicacy 

And supersweet 
Metaphor 

Some beautiful 
Description 

But that’s not me 

It’s just that the first time 
I saw you 

You were so gorgeous 
And you seemed to be 
Everywhere 

Your wings 

Black and khaki 

Your glasses 
Obscuring 

Teary eyes 

And we talked 

And talked 


And talked 

And I remember 
You asking me 

If I was sure 

I wanted to drink 
(Yet) another beer 
And I was certain 

I thought 

About you 

For days after 

I will never forget that 
Or you 

You flew away 

So many times 
And came back 
And came back 
And came back 

I feel lucky 

To have gotten to 
Feel your wings 
Caress my flesh 
Kisses sweeter than 
Watered down coffee 
Overburdened 

And compensated the same 
With sugar 

Shit girl 

I know every song 
By heart 

And you'll laugh 
But 

Forgetting you 

Is impossible 
Hating you is easy 
But only because 

I love you 

I can’t lie 

I love you 


Storming 


They let 

The dead 

Get in 

Not the actual 


Dead 

Not the living 
Nor grateful 
Just the dead 
Dead 

In spirit 

In heart 

In ideal 

To imbue 
These sluts 
For capital 
With any kind 
Of leftist 
Sensibility 

Is to assume 
They have the 
Consciousness 
Of class 

So let’s not 
Be rash 

These morons 
Were tantruming 
For their golden shitter 
God 


My Inauguration Poem 


Did anyone else (?) 
Feel so gross 

So slippy sloppy 
With hope (?) 
Unearned 

That dumb 
Clumsy cadence 
Shopworn and 

In search of a beat 
How many words 
Does it take (?) 
To say nothing 

A lot 

A lot 


I'll Tell You What Finds You in The End 


It’s not true love 
It’s death 

You die 

That’s it 

That song is dumb 
And it sucks 

Stop pretending 

To like that corny 
Weird dude 

Just “cause you saw 
That poser Cobain 
Wear a shirt 

You know that shit 
Does not sound good 
Did true love 

Find him (?) 

In the end (lol) 
Didn’t seem like 
He loved anything 


Edging 


Masturbation patterns 
Much like those 

Of sleep 

Have become erratic 
The stubborn hand 
Avoids the lonely member 
Like when I dream 
Of her 

Awaken and realize 
I’ve slept only 

A couple of hours 
Debate 

Rubbing one out 

Or drinking myself 
Farther into a stupor 
Where is the point 
Of no return (?) 
How to know (?) 

If I’m tip-toeing 

A precipice 

Where the weight 


Of my bullshit 

May surely carry me over 
To my death (?) 

And sleep evades 

Like release 

After several minutes 

Of grinding my erection 
Into the mattress 

(cuz y not both?) 

My head empties out 

Or confuses imagery 

And my stomach is sticky 
Good morning wood 


Normalize 


Normalize 
Shutting up 

Not every idiotic 
Numb 

In the nuts 

Idea needs 
Social weight 
Applied 

To highlight 
Your aggrieved 
Good personhood 
Fuck 

You 


Real Musicians ® 


Oh wow 

So they either 
Don’t play 

Their instruments 
Or else play along 
To a recording 
Wow 

I bet you think 
All those classic 
Rock bands on TV 
Were plugged in 
& didn’t suck 


If I believed 

In gawd 

I'd pray for you 

You poor 

Misguided soul 

Ya’ll give out 
Participation awards 
For the dumbest shit 
You probably think it 
Impressive Beck plays 
So many instruments 
But ignore he’s mastered 
None 

I bet you’ re that 

Wack dude 

Who goes to parties 
With an acoustic guitar 
And takes requests 
Because who needs 

A personality (?) 
When you can fill 
Those gaps 

With easy ass (?) 
Anyway, 

Do you know 

That one tune (?) 
Where you take 

Your guitar 

And leave (?) 

Because that’s my favorite 
One 


I’m A Shoo-in for Hater of the Year 


If they cared 

(And they don’t; who are they) (?) 
They’d say I’m too much 

Or not enough 

Maybe 

A little of both 

The mirror hasn’t a choice 

But to acknowledge my existence 
Painful for the mirror 

Tho it certainly is 

So I take solace 


In the daily affirmations 

I recite to my spittle flecked 
And streaked reflection 

I haven’t had luck 

Monetizing any hashtags 

Or melting snowflakes or whatever 
Lameshit thing 

Edgelords do 

With those hot potato ass takes 
I guess everyone knowing 

I’m an asshole 

Is consolation enough 


I Had a Dream and You Were in It and You Were in It and You Were in It and You 
Were in It and You Were in It 


They were 

Making my 

8 year-old 

Who presented 

As like, 4 

Or something 

Work a shift 

In a restaurant 

And I was getting 
Yelled at for 
Disrupting some 

Kind of bourgeois 

To do 

With silly mouth sounds 
I said: 

Hopefully they’ ll 

Gag on their cake 
Choke on its 
Saccharine aridity 
And the champagne tastes 
Like shit 

And then I was on 

An uncovered mattress 
Watching people 

Who I guess were 
Friends 

Drink and talk 

In and out of 

Sleep 


Comfortable with 
Warmth against my back 
I looked down 

And could make out 

Your leg 

I swear I heard your voice 
Your skin against mine 

I was afraid to wake 

I felt loved again 


Good 


I know we’ll say 
It’s “all good” 

As the world 

Pulls itself apart 
Underneath us 

Like the rug 

Of our collective 
Failed loves 

And then 

At some point 
When we get bored 
Of lying to ourselves 
It’s “all good” 
Becomes 

Good, let’s grab an end 
And help 

‘Cause it’s not 
Like 

We had 

Plans anyway 

And besides 

Even if we did 
Their awful and 
Childish god 
Laughs at us 

N E WAYZ 


A Whole Fuckton of Dead Iraqis are Totally Wrong 


It’s cute 
Really 
How Failson #1 


Is allowed 

Not merely 
Unmolested 

But wholly 
Encouraged 

To rehabilitate 

His legacy 

Of death and destruction 
Because he can 
Make an art/s 
Half-hearted but 
Whole-assed 

I mean 

He claims the dead 
Haunt him 

That’s it 

That’s the conceit 
But that’s too 

Easy 

Like any old 
House of absolute 
Fucking horrors 
He should be haunted 
By the wrongfully 
Dead 

Those masses 

Of ex persons 
Written off as 
Collateral damage 
& tossed to the wind 
The war on terror 
Never came to an 
End 

& 

Bourgeois morality 
Is irredeemably lame 
(like) 

They can’t fathom 
A bully 

But murdering kids 
Is okay 


McSucky s 


The McSweeneyite clique that nurtured David Foster Wallace is slightly less mass-market than 
Frey and Ellis, but still a hive of bland, wholesome crypto-cons. Dave Eggers, the nucleus of the 
group, is pretty much the Bono of literature — a sneering, leathery vampire utterly dependent on 
the plasma of African children to survive. 


—Ramon Glazov, from David Foster Wallace: Portrait of an Infinitely Limited Mind, published 
in The Exiled, 5/23/11 


In a decade 
McSweeney’s 

Has traded 

Gentrifying yuppie 

New York Liberalism 
(bland crypto-conservatism) 
For woke 

Reactionary “satire” 

In a boring bid 

To be a pipeline 

From clickbait 

Social justice 

To SNL 

Or The Daily Show 

With pieces that read 
More like twitter screeds 
Punctuated by 
Self-satisfied chuckles 
Than they do 

Incendiary polemics 
These MFA dorks 

Are no more discomfiting 
The comfortable 

Than assholes like 

Rush Limbaugh 

Were representing 

Family values 

These morons 

Are the literary equivalent 
Of those gross 
“Resistance” 
Cuomosexuals 

Who sang much different 
Tunes 

Once the allegations surfaced 
In fact they didn’t 


Sing at all 
Slam dancing 
To artsy 
Silence 


Dont Call It A Trap, ‘Cause That's Not Romantic 


Imagine me 

Being able 

To pull off 

A scheme 

In which I 

Could pretend 

I’m not 

Scheming 

And I could 

Keep a straight face 
Knowing the ending 
To manufacture 
Consent 

Like the power 
Structure sucking away 
At a populace 
Whose elected officials 
Hate them 

More than the enemies 
They dream up 

To keep them in line 
And 

I can’t really decide 
Like those officials 
If I’m aroused more 
By the potential 
Violation of trust 

Or the sheer 
Manipulation 

Of it all 

A process 

No one 

Should ever 

Trust 


Marley in the Forest 


There’s a tale 

And I’m not sure it’s true 
But it sounds nice 

That Corgis, particularly 
Your variation 

Were steeds for the faeries 
And when you passed 
After a long 


Happy 
Miserable 


Happy 

Miserable 

Happy life 

I told my son 

That you'd been called 

To the forest 

To carry the faeries 

On their adventures 

And I cried for days 

But I always remembered 
How happy you were 

On strolls 

When you were being fed 
When you saw another dog 
You were you in the youest way 
A dog could be 

And I wouldn’t trade that 
For anything 

Happy journeys 

Marley in the forest 


Notes from the author 


The bulk of these poems were written between 2020-2021, followed by a handful penned 
between 2022 and 2023. The cover art is a low-fidelity/shitty quality photo of a long 
destroyed/lost painting by my good late friend, Adam “Strange” Hernandez. It’s called Life 
Poison and was made in 2011. 
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